FATHERS AtfD CHILDREN
c Yes, yes, let us have supper, supper directly.'
Nikolai Petrovitch with no apparent reason
stamped his foot * And here just at the right
moment comes Prokofitch.'
A man about sixty entered, white-haired,
thin, and swarthy, in a cinnamon-coloured
dress-coat with brass buttons, and a pink necker-
chief. He smirked, went up to kiss Arkady's
hand, and bowing to the guest retreated to the
3oor, and put his hands behind him.
* Here he is, Prokofitch/ began Nikolai Petro-
**itch; 'he's come back to us at last . , . Well,
aow do you think him looking?'
* As well as could be/ said the old man, and
was grinning again, but he quickly knitted his
bushy brows.   ' You wish supper to be served ?'
he said impressively.
* Yes, yes, please.   But won't you like to go
to your room first, Yevgeny Vassilyitch ?'
*No, thanks; I don't care about it Only
give orders for my little box to be taken there,
and this garment, too/ he added, taking off his
frieze overcoat
c Certainly. Prokofitch, take the gentleman's
coat* (Profcofitch, with an air of perplexity,
picked up Bazarov's garment' in both hands,
and holding it high above his head, retreated
on tiptoe.) * And you, Arkady, are you going
to your room for a minute ? *
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